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And what fliall I doe then ? lie bring a heavy,’ 

A hundred blacke eyd Maides,that love as I doe 
With Chaplets on their heads ofDaffadillies, 

With cherry-lips,and cheekes of Damaske Rofcs, 

And all wee’l daunce an Antique fore the Duke, 

And beg his pardon ; Then {he talk'd of you Sir ; 

Thar you muft loofe your head to morrow morning. 
And (he muft gather flowers to bury you, 

And fee chehoufe made handfome,then ihc fnng 
Nothing but W i!l©w, willow, willow,and betweene 
Ever waiyPa/amonfoire Palamon, 

And Palamon, was a tallyong man-The place 
Was knee deepe where (he lac,* her careles Trefles, 

A wrcake of bull-rufh rounded- about her ftucke 
Thoufand frefh water flowers offeverallcuHors. 

That me thought ihe appeard like the faire Nimph 
That feedesthe lake with waters, or as Iris 
Newly drops downe from heaveri*, Rings fhe made 
Of ru flies that grew by, and to ’em {poke 
Theprettieft pofies.-Thus our true love’s tide. 

This you may loofe, not me, and many a onet 
And then (he wept, and fang againe,and figh’d, 

And with the fame breath fmil'd,and kift her hand# - 
i.Fr,- Alas what piety it is? 

Wooer. I made in to her. 

She fa w me, and ftrajght fought the flood, I fav’d her. 
And fet her fafe to land : when prcfently 
She flipt away,and to the Citty made. 

With fuch a cry, and fwiftnes,thar beleeve me 
Shee left me farre behinde her; three, or feure, 

1 faw from farre. off croffe her,©ne of ’em 
I knew to be your brother, where £be ftaid. 

And fell, fcarce to be got awaysl left them with her! 

Enter Br other t D ghter^nd others. 
And hether Cameroon yousHeiethey are. 

Baugh. CWay j/ou never more enjoy the light, &c. 

Is not this a fine Song? 

£ro. O a very fine one. 
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Waugh. I can fing twenty more. 

Bro. I thinke you can, 

Baugh. Yes truely can I, I can fing the Broome* 

And Bony Robin. Are not you a taiionr ? 

“Bro. Yes, - 

D (tngh. Whcr’s my wedding Gowne ? 

Bro> lie bring it to morrow# 

Baugh. Doe, very rarely, I muft be abroad eife 
To call the Maides, and pay theMinftrcIs 
For I muft loofe my Maydenhead by cockfight 
Twill never thrive elfe. 

O faire , oh fweett , &c . Singes, 

Bro. Yoi*t»uft ev’n take it patiently. 
jo), Tistrue, 

Waugh. Good'ev’n,good men, pray did you ever hears 
■ Of one yong Palamon ? 

lay. Yes wench we .know him. 

Baugh. Is’t not a fincyohg Gentleman? 
lay. Tis.Love. 

Bro. By no meanecrofle her, fhe is then diftemperd 
For worle then now (he fhowes. 
i. Vr. Yes,be'sa fine man. 
s Waugh. G,is he fo? you have a Sifter. 
i.Fr. Yes- 

Baugh, But ihe fliall never have him, tell hey fo, 

Fot a trickc that I kaav v,y ha d bcl H o oke fo Her, 

For if Ihe fee him once, {he’s gone,{he's done. 

And undon in an howre. All the young Maydes * 

Of our Towne are in love with him,butl laugh at’em 

! And let ’em all alone,! s’t not a wife courfe? 

i Jr. Yes. x (by him, 

Baugh: There is at leaft two hundred now with child 
There muft be fowre ; yet I keepe clofc for all this, 

Clofe as a Cockle-, and all thefc muft be Boyes, 

He has the tricke on’t.and at ten year es old 
They muft be all gelt for Mufitians, 

And fing the wars of Thefeus. 

2 . Fr. This is ftrange. 

I 3 Baugh 


